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searching back along the corridors of memory to
those four days, seventy-three years ago, when she had
stayed as a young bride at Compiegne. * Shy ?9 she
repeated, ' but I was always shy. And your Uncle
DufFerin, I remember, was much interested by his
conversations with the Emperor.'

For they had spoken of Gore House, and of the
gorgeous Lady Blessington and of the evening when
Lord Dufferin (at that time still an undergraduate)
had first met Napoleon III in 1846. They then passed
on to politics. * His manner/ my uncle recorded, * is
very pleasant and soothing from its extreme com-
posure. As he goes on, you can fancy yourself in an
arm-chair watching magical wreaths of smoke turning
into shape and form over some far-away dreamland.
It is this tranquillity of manner which gives him such
ascendancy over the volatile French/
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Seven years did they remain in Canada and those
years were among the happiest of their lives. On
June 25, 1872, the S.S. Prussian dropped anchor in
the St. Lawrence and to the thunder of the Quebec
batteries they set foot upon the first of those red
carpets which became for them thereafter the in-
evitable symbol of arrival or departure. In a carriage
and four they drove through the dust and heat of
the ancient city, passing under arches of evergreen and
bunting, conscious of the jingle of the accompanying
escort and of the polite cheers of the assembled crowds.
There was Colonel Fletcher of the Scots Fusilier
Guards who acted as military secretary. There was
Lady Harriet Fletcher, his wife, who assisted Lady